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She wanted to put the letter dean out of
her mind; to thrust away also the encounter
with Bettington that she knew must follow.
She wanted Bettington to remain as he was,
something far away from her on a stool, one
of a group of creatures, with no power to
disturb or change her.

" They're talking about Romain Rolland/'
she explained. She might have been de-
scribing marionettes.

" Who is he ? " said Miss Considine in a
curiously tearful voice, lifting up her eyelids
for a second. c* Didn't he write a novel? "
" That was pre-war/' said Miss Sidney
impatiently, exploring her bag for some-
thing. " Now he's Clarti"

" Cl&rte! " Miss Considine repeated doubt-
fully as though in sleep. cr I don't know that
word. It's not the same as demod61 I
haven't been in Paris for such a long while/*
Mr. Heffer writhed himself, but this time
not for an oracle.

" Clarte's a movement," said Miss Sidney
with a snapping, hysterical laugh.

" Oh, a movement I " Miss Considine said it
blissfully, as though it completely explained
her ignorance.

" Really, Miss Considine . . ." said Miss